CHAPTER EIGHT

OUTSIDE the Castle the air stirred, warm and soft, against
their faces, not in distinguishable gusts, but as though the
whole atmosphere were rocking a little to and fro. No single
tree moved perceptibly, but now and then a shudder of
autumnal yellow passed through the greenness of the high
wood as the edges of innumerable leaves were curled up-
ward into the light; and on the surface of the water beady
patches formed and vanished as though a giant were breath-
ing on his shield.

In the sky, cloudless but opaque, the sun was embedded,
its rays seeming to spurt out upon the earth as from a
molten pit. Beneath its influence the dry heather of the
moor and the late gorse close to the ground received a silken
gloss. Every rounded stone was magnified by the violence
of its own shadows and each chip of pebble that held a
facet skyward cast up a piercing splinter of light. Though
her shade was thrown in front of her, Julie walked with
her eyes narrowed, listening to the slip and crackle of the
turf under her feet.

"If the fire is far away," she said, "Goofs people from
the Huis ten Borgh will be there before ours."

They talked for a few minutes of the fire, then fell
into silence. Ahead of them was Kerstholt, both his legs
hanging loose on the on-side of his shambling pony, with
pick and shovel and axe clutched to him, and Ramsdell,
now walking, now trotting, near at hand. The Baron and
Allard, mounted, with four others, passed them, the Baron
turning in his saddle to wave to Julie and again to shout
to Kerstholt, who raised his hand in acknowledgement and
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